














































??????Enough is enough? ????????????????????




































I was perplexed as to what the usefulness of any of the arts might be, 
with the possible exception of interior decoration. e most positive no-
tion I could come up with was what I call the canary-in-the-coal-mine 
theory of the arts. is theory argues that artists are useful to society be-
cause they are so sensitive. ey are supersensitive. ey keel over like 
canaries in coal mines lled with poison gas, long before more robust 
types realize that any danger is there. ?Vonnegut Jr. 99–100?






















































































O, Mr. Shelby, I have tried?tried most faithfully, as a Christian woman 
should?to do my duty to these poor, simple, dependent creatures. I have 
cared for them, instructed them, watched over them, and known all their 
little cares and joys, for years; and how can I ever hold up my head again 
among them, if, for the sake of a little gain, we sell such a faithful, excel-
lent, conding creature as poor Tom, and tear from him in a moment all 
we have taught him to love and value? I have taught them the duties of 
the family, of parent and child, and husband and wife; and how can I bear 
to have this open acknowledgment that we care for no tie, no duty, no re-
lation, however sacred, compared with money? . . . I have told ?Eliza? 














???Poor, homeless, houseless creatures? Stowe 72???????????
???????????????????????????
I don?t know anything about politics, but I can read my Bible; and there I 
see that I must feed the hungry, clothe the naked, and comfort the deso-








A table, somewhat rheumatic in its limbs, was drawn out in front of 
the re, and covered with a cloth, displaying cups and saucers of a decid-
edly brilliant pattern, with other symptoms of an approaching meal. At 
this table was seated Uncle Tom, Mr. Shelby?s best hand, . . .
He was very busily intent at this moment on a slate lying before him, 
on which he was carefully and slowly endeavoring to accomplish a copy 
?105?
of some letters, in which operation he was overlooked by young Mas?r 
George, a smart, bright boy of thirteen, who appeared fully to realize the 
dignity of his position as instructor.
?Not that way, Uncle Tom,–not that way,? said he, briskly, as Uncle 
Tom laboriously brought up the tail of his g the wrong side out; ?that 



























?I declare, it?s real mean! I don?t care what they say, any of ?em! It?s a nas-
ty, mean shame! If I was a man, they shouldn?t do it,–they should not, 









? . . . You want me to live so happy, and never to have any pain,–never 
suer anything,–not even hear a sad story, when other poor creatures 
have nothing but pain and sorrow, all their lives;–it seems selsh. . . . 
Papa, isn?t there any way to have all slaves made free??
?at?s a dicult question, dearest. ere?s no doubt that this way is a 
very bad one; a great many people think so; I do myself. I heartily wish 
that there were not a slave in the land; but, then, I don?t know what is to 
be done about it!?
?Papa, you are such a good man, and so noble, and kind, and you al-
ways have a way of saying things that is so pleasant, couldn?t you go all 
?107?
round and try to persuade people to do right about this? When I am 
dead, papa, then you will think of me, and do it for my sake. I would do 












?O, dear Uncle Tom! Do wake,–do speak once more! Look up! Here?s 
Mas?r George,–your own little Mas?r George. Don?t you know me??
?Mas?r George!? said Tom, opening his eyes, and speaking in a feeble 
voice; ?Mas?r George!? He looked bewildered.
Slowly the idea seemed to ll his soul; and the vacant eye became xed 
and brightened, the whole face lighted up, the hard hands clasped, and 
tears ran down the cheeks.
?Bless the Lord! It is,–it is?it?s all I wanted! ey haven?t forgot me. It 
warms my soul; it does my old heart good! Now I shall die content! Bless 
the Lord, oh my soul!?
?You shan?t die! you mustn?t die, nor think of it! I?ve come to buy you, 
and take you home,? said George, with impetuous vehemence.
?108?
?O, Mas?r George, ye?re too late. e Lord?s bought me, and is going to 
take me home,–and I long to go. Heaven is better than Kintuck.? Stowe 
380–1?
??????????????????????????????????
????????????????????????????I?ve come to 































1960? ???????????????????eir Eyes Were Watching 
God ?1937???????????????????????????
Honey, de white man is de ruler of everything as fur as Ah been able 
tuh nd out. Maybe it?s some place way o in de ocean where de black 
man is in power, but we don?t know nothin? but what we see. So de white 
man throw down de load and tell de nigger man tuh pick it up. He pick it 
up because he have to, but he don?t tote it. He hand it to his womenfolks. 

























?????????????????????Please God, . . . Please make 





Each night, without fail, she prayed for blue eyes. Fervently, for a year 
she had prayed. Although somewhat discouraged, she was not without 
hope. To have something as wonderful as that happens would take a 
long, long time.
rown, in this way, into the binding conviction that only a miracle 
could relieve her, she would never know her beauty. She would see only 







I had only one desire; to dismember ?a big blue-eyed Baby Doll??To see 
of what it was made, to discover the dearness, to nd the beauty, the de-
sirability that had escaped me, but apparently only me. Adults, older 
girls, shops, magazines, newspapers, window signs?all the world had 
agreed that a blue-eyed, yellow-haired, pink-skinned doll was what every 


























not want to dehumanize the characters who trashed Pecola and contributed 






















Here is the house. It is green and white. It has a red door. It is very pretty. 
Here is the family. Mother, Father, Dick, and Jane live in the green-and-
white house. They are very happy. See, Jane. She has a red dress. She 
wants to play. Who will play with Jane? See the cat. It goes meow-meow. 
Come and play. Come play with Jane. e kitten will not play. See Moth-
er. Mother is very nice. Mother, will you play with Jane? Mother laughs. 
Laugh, Mother, laugh. See Father. He is big and strong. Father, will you 
play with Jane? Father is smiling. Smile, Father, smile. See the dog. Bow-
wow goes the dog. Do you want to play with Jane? See the dog run. Run, 
dog, run. Look, look. Here comes a friend. e friend will play with Jane. 
ey will play a good game. Play, Jane, play.
Here is the house it is green and white it has a red door it is very pretty 
here is the family mother father dick and jane live in the green-and-
white house they are very happy see jane she has a red dress she wants to 
play who will play with jane see the cat it goes meow-meow  come and 
play. Come play with jane the kitten will not play see mother mother is 
very nice mother will you play with jane mother laughs laugh mother 
laugh see father he is big and strong father will you play with jane father 
is smiling smile father smile see the dog bowwow goes the dog do you 
want to play with jane see the dog run run dog run look look here comes 








































































???? ?I was glad even then we had le no sign there, for some man long-
ing to be rst might come some day, and nd it, and know then what a fool 







?they must not let Mr. Amundsen know! He would be terribly embarrassed 













































???? ?Why can?t we?? ??????????????????????
??????????????????????
???
 ?1? ????????????????????????????2018? 3? 30?
???13 ?17?
 ?2? ?????SNS?????????????????????2018? 4? 8?
???12 ?27?
 ?3? Phyllis R. Klotman, ?Dick-and-Jane and Shirley Temple Sensibility in e Bluest 
Eye,? in Black American Literature Forum, Vol. 13, No 4, winter, 1979, pp. 123–
25.
????
Hurston, Zora Neale. eir Eyes Were Watching God. New York: Harper & Row, 1990.
Le Guin, Ursula K. ?Sur.? e Compass Rose. New York: Harper Collins, 1991. 343–368.
Morrison, Toni. e Bluest Eye. New York: Plume, 1994.
Vonnegut Jr., Kurt. ?Address to the American Physical Society.? Wampeters Foma & 
Granfalloons. St Albans: Panther, 1976. 99–108.
